


Dear members and guests,

Many thanks for joining and supporting tonight’s India Association annual
dinner in aid of “SAKSHAM” an India based charity that helps to give eye
sight to individuals of all ages who are suffering from corneal blindness.

There is no definitive record of corneal blindness sufferers in India but the
numbers run into millions. “Saksham” has pledged to eradicate this type
of blindness and are working diligently through their branches all over
India.
As you all know, this is a mammoth task which needs extensive resources.
So tonight whatever funds we will save through brochure ads, raffle,
auction and donations will be passed to “ Saksham” via their head office
in Nagpur. Already, friends of the India Association have started sending
their donations to us.

“ Saksham” helped extensively almost throughout my last charity walk
from Kanyakumari to Delhi last year. Not just with food and water but also
with accommodation and many more other ways. By the way, a well-
known Bollywood actors Hrithak Roshan and Ashwaria Rai Bachchan are
major supporters of Saksham along with our Prime Minister Modi Ji and
many more.

Ladies and gentlemen, I am sure you will agree with me that giving
eyesight to a corneal blind person is a very worthy gift. During my walk,
I met two people who were bind but had their eyesight restored by
Saksham. A few of them had their photographs on my caravan as well.
We will also be donating funds that were raised for ” Bobby’s walk full
circle” organised by India Association. The recipients will be; Great
Ormond St Hospital £25,500, British Asian Trust , £20,000, International
Medical Educational Trust, £20,000 and tonight’s donations will go to “
Saksham”. Please support whatever amount you can.
My kind regards,

Bobby Grewal
India Association





12 May 2017

Supporter reference: 40076937

Dear Bobby and members of the India Association,

Thank you for your donations totalling £24,500 following Bobby’s Walk and your other events.
This is a really amazing amount and will make a real difference to our patients and their
families. Thank you so much to everyone who contributed to this gift, and of course to Bobby
and Rajan for taking on such an amazing challenge to support us.

Thousands of children pass through our doors each year. Each one of these young patients
is unique, and we do everything in our power to help them, and the families who love them.
Amazing things happen at Great Ormond Street Hospital every day, but it would not be such
an extraordinary place without the support of people like you.

With your help, we can fund pioneering research, advanced equipment for treating the
toughest and rarest conditions, brilliant new medical facilities and wards, and we can help life
to be a bit more normal for our patients and their families.

Thank you again, from all of us.

Best wishes,

Catherine Sykes
Senior Fundraising Executive









Dear Executive Members and Bobby

“This evening we in my charity, the International Medical
Education Trust 2000 (IMET2000), are proud to join you
in the India Association to celebrate the extraordinary
achievements of your charity and in particular the work
of your chairman, Bobby Grewal.
I first met Bobby when he was a sprightly 71-year-old who had just completed his epic walk from the
north to the south of India, and was seeking a home for the funds he had raised as sponsorship of that
walk. Was I interested in using about £100,000 for research on cancer in the Northwick Park Institute
for Medical Research of which I was then the proud Director? That to me was a huge sum which would
pay for the research of at least five PhD students beavering away in our laboratories, several of them
from India.
I accepted his donation with both joy and relief. It meant even more to me as I knew the blood, sweat and
tears that had gone into that five and half month walking marathon. We became firm friends. Not content
with that fundraising event, he then said he would like to do more for us and walk from the Scottish
Parliament in Edinburgh to the House of Commons in London.
This time I directed the £90,000 he raised to collaborative research on bowel cancer that we were doing
with St Marks Hospital on the Northwick Park campus. It is no exaggeration to say that both those
donations proved the seeds which have blossomed today into a combined NPIMR-St Marks research
organisation which is to be the premier training centre for novel surgical techniques alongside research
facilities for pioneering surgical treatments.
Never one to rest on his laurels, and by now approaching his eightieth birthday, Bobby toyed with the
idea of walking from east to west of the Sahara Desert and I was forced to be the party pooper and point
out the risks of kidnapping and death. I was none too keen on another suggestion that the Antarctic was
ripe for a near eighty-year-old to cross, as I had spent much of my research career studying the effects
of extreme cold on plant and animal tissues, and I guessed his wife would not be pleased with me if he
returned with no viable toes or fingers as a result of frostbite.
Eventually, he settled for a walk from the south to the north of India, a distance of over 2,000 miles to
be covered, if all went well, in five and half months. I still thought this an insane project at his age but
who was I to deter such a determined hero? He asked me to accompany him but I had to point out that
pushing the shopping trolley around Tesco once a week left me breathless, and I was unlikely, in Indian
temperatures, to survive more than ten miles let alone 2,000.
Bobby did it against all the odds, and as I say, I am proud to be here this evening to accept with much
humility the £20,000 he has allocated to IMET2000. We will use it to help build a much-needed district
hospital in a place called Herona near Lake Victoria in Uganda, partnered by a clinic in Kitosisome, ten
kilometres away. This will serve some 200,000 people in a rural area currently woefully short of decent
healthcare facilities. Bobby should be proud of his contribution to this endeavour as should the India
Association. Thank you both so much.”
All the very best dear friend and twin,
Colin



BOBBY’S WALK FULL CIRCLE - Footsteps in the shadows
When the idea of Bobby’s Walk Full Circle was first discussed over an otherwise normal lunch I was ill
prepared for what was to follow.

It was sometime in the summer months of 2013 that Bobby was
reminiscing about his first epic walk from the north to south of India
in 2004/5. Although I was an avid mountain climber, I listened with
childish curiosity to the monumental task he had undertaken in order
to raise the phenomenal amount of £100,000 for charity on behalf of
the India Association. Yet he was no stranger to fundraising having
already helped raise over £300,000 in donations since he became
chairman in 2001.

Many would have called it a day at that point but I saw a glint in
Bobby’s eyes that I could only guess was present when he dreamed
of his first walk. He had always wanted to return to his homeland and
walk again but this time from south to north, completing a circle of
India. By the time we reached our midday dessert, an outline for his
second walk had been penned on the back of a stray napkin. After
presentation to the India Association’s Executive Members and much
fine tuning, the planning for his next major escapade began to take shape.

Fast forward to nearly two years to 17th October 2015 where Bobby
found himself winging his way to Delhi along with me in my capacity
as the walk Project Director. We had waved goodbye to family and
friends back in the UK knowing fair well that we would not be seeing
them again for 6 months.
It was extremely difficult to plan a walk of this magnitude. Not only was
the distance in excess of 2,600miles (the equivalent from London to

Baghdad), the timeframe meant that we would need to start in the south during the end of the monsoon
season in order to avoid extreme northern temperatures at the tail-end of the walk.
When you think of our walk, a lot of you may be visualising a wonderfully long stroll through India
walking from hotel to hotel and eating from restaurant to restaurant. However the reality was that
Bobby would be walking over 20km per day, sleeping overnight in the converted bus which doubled as
our support vehicle and would be eating food cooked freshly by our driver (Rahim) who moonlighted
as the Walk chef assisted by our conductor Satinder.
We started at 5am with energy and enthusiasm in abundance
from Kanyakumari on Monday 26th October 2015 but the pain on
Bobby’s face was evident and at the end of the day blisters had
already formed on his feet. Yet, he was determined and although
his target was 30km, he had covered 33km by the end of that first
day.
Bobby walked long days, getting up at 4:00am and walking by 5am when it was cool and relatively
quiet. Apart from a few short breaks with a longer one for lunch, the walking did not stop until around
5pm when the traffic and failing light made the highways too dangerous to traverse on foot. I would
keep Bobby company for most of the day with a respite in the late morning in order to update our



supporters via a blog and live map. The invertors which generated power were only efficient when
the engine was running otherwise the battery would be flat in less than an hour.
The initial few days were dry but the extreme humidity made the atmosphere
thick and it felt like you were walking through treacle. It wasn’t long before the
rains came and unfortunately they didn’t let up for a long time. I remember both
of us resting in our bus and hardly uttering a word during those first weeks, totally
soaked from the relentless downpours. At night, the rain sounded like some was
bouncing pebbles off our roof and the bus leaked which resulted in our clothes
being still wet when we put them on again the next morning in a bus dripping with
condensation.
It was already difficult and this was only the start. I remember sitting there a
number of times in silence quite demoralised. Only repeated re-assurances from my wife Sophina
and the thought of Bobby being twice my age gave me enough of a slap in the face to keep me going.
Just like the terrain we were traversing there were lows and there were highs. During an uphill trek
in rain that had not stopped for days, I noticed Bobby’s mood was a bit low. We hadn’t showered for
a few days and the hills were sucking the energy from his body like a leech. I made a pact to reward
ourselves with a banana each once we made it to the top. I then decided to run inside the bus and
fetch some shampoo and have a shower in the downpour while we walked. Except the rain stopped
just as quickly as it arrived leaving us both with a head full of soap suds. We laughed until our bellies
ached as I finished the job off with bottled water. We carried on with lifted spirits and we still got our
reward of a banana at the top.

It was day 10 and during one our morning rest stops,
our bus became stuck in a roadside ditch and almost
rolled over. A passing tractor was flagged down but
failed to move it. However the local community rallied
together by digging a trench under the wheels on one
side to level the vehicle before using a JCB to drag it
out 4 hours later.

We tried to stick to main highways as much as possible as the roads were wide and offered better
safety with our bus acting as a shield travelling slowly behind us. The downside of this was roadside
shops and market stall were few and far between. We did not have a refrigerator on board as the
power consumption was too high and it became rapidly apparent that most produce such as milk,
tomatoes and onions did not last long in the heat. I constantly worked with Satinder to source fresh
produce and reduce wastage while Bobby walked on ahead. Our largest consumable was bottled
water and we used an average of 16 litres a day but the most precious
item was ice. We would go many days before sourcing ice despite
asking almost everyone we passed. We used to break down the large
blocks and distribute it among the two small picnic coolers and small
buckets we had. Unfortunately, it would melt within two days yet was
essential to prevent us from drinking hot, bottled water. We savoured
that cool water as if it were nectar from the gods.
On day 11 my iPhone was pickpocketed in the town of Ramnad.
Unfortunately this item was essential as its GPS tracking was used to



stay in contact, monitor distance, pace and to locate safe overnight stop locations. I ended up sending
a courier to Madhurai, the nearest major town. £600 and 5 hours later, I held a new iPhone and had
restored all of my data from iCloud. A replacement SIM was despatched from Delhi and was delivered
en-route a couple of days later.
On day 13 the bus refused to move after a roadside stop with a
gearbox problem. The slow speeds in 1st and 2nd gear for 8 hours
a day were taking their toll. We were in the middle of nowhere but
by the side of us was a tiny roadside temple. Out of the blue, a
local villager passed by and after talking to our driver, proceeded to
crawl underneath our bus. It turned out he was a tractor mechanic
who only spoke Tamil which none of us understood. No sooner had he appeared, another gentleman
appeared who spoke Tamil and Hindi. What proceeded was almost a
scene from a Carry On movie with a gentleman under the bus shouting
instructions in Tamil to the gentleman on the roadside who translated
them to Hindi and relayed them to our driver in the cab! It was touch
and go but after a quick rickshaw trip into the village they were able to
get us on our way.
It is important to note that although there were a few hand pumps by the
roadside and petrol stations, most of them in the south dispensed salty
water. Salt water showers became the norm leaving us with a silvery
crust over our hair and skin once we were dry. Many times I refrained
from showering letting Bobby use some of the precious freshwater
supply we carried.

During day 17, Bobby felt a pain in his foot after stepping a
little awkwardly. A local clinic said it was a sprain, applied
a bandage and Bobby soldiered on although now with a
limp which became more pronounced. 10 days later his
pain was unbearable and an emergency hospital visit
revealed a fracture on his left foot which Bobby had been
walking on for nearly 200km!
My worst fears were realised. Bobby’s left foot was in

plaster and we were immobilised. As part of my emergency plan, I made the decision to drive to the
nearest ‘safe’ location of Chennai. Outside the steps of Chennai’s main railway station the bus broke
down again but I kept Bobby oblivious to the situation and made sure he
was resting. I was summoned by the head of police who threatened to have
our bus removed if it wasn’t towed by midnight. Unknown to him, there was
already a mechanic under the bus desperately attempting repair. It became
apparent that a new gearbox was required and at 3am I managed to get the
bus towed to a local garage where a new gearbox was sourced by the bus
company and fitted. Bobby was back on the bus unaware of the drama that
had transpired.
The doctors had ordered Bobby to rest for a month when they set his leg
in plaster but that would have been a tremendous expense. Luckily our



saviours were Saveetha Dental College who were introduced to us by the Sterling Dental Foundation.
They offered their campus guest house free of charge to stay in
while Bobby recuperated.
Only a couple of days after we arrived at the university campus,
heavy rains started and did not stop for a week. We were stranded
there for six days without a landline, mobile reception, internet,
television, transport and dwindling supplies during one of the worst
flood disasters in India’s history which mobilised the army, navy and
air force and claimed over 400 lives.

On day 52 the bus’s steering locked and Rahim our driver rolled it to a stop in a lay-by that just happened
to be there alongside a tea stall. A check revealed there were meant to be six large bolts with split
washers holding the steering box in place. Now, only one
bolt remained and that was loose causing the steering box
to shift position and lock the steering. Rahim said he might
expect a single bolt to work loose but had never known
this to happen. Had this occurred earlier when we had
driven at speed to get away from Chennai’s flooded city
centre, the bus would have lost control. A gentleman in a
smart shirt and trousers had been sipping tea while sitting
on his motorcycle and heard our dilemma. He offered to
take our conductor to the nearest mechanic which was 8km away. When he returned with the bolts, the
man got under the bus and helped with the repair after which he casually got on his motorcycle and rode
away.
Later that same day I noticed a load rumble and there in the sky was what looked like a missile shooting
into the sky. It was in fact the mighty PSLV-C29 (Polar Satellite Launch Vehicle) launched from the Satish
Dhawan Space Centre at Sriharikota which we would be passing in around 40km time. Apparently it was
their 50th launch anniversary and this rocket was carrying six satellites. I remember feeling extremely
proud.
The next day we were passing a field of sugar cane and hatched a plan to cut some down. A few minutes

later with sugar cane in hand, we were being chased out of
the field while we jumped on the bus and sped down the road
for a kilometre. I supposed we should have asked the farmer’s
permission first as we laughed with sugar cane juice dripping
from our chins.
At this stage I would also like to tell you a bit about Indian
bugs. These look like bugs you would see in the UK although
some of them have more exotic colours. However they all

seem to have been genetically modified by some mad scientists to be huge. There are giant wasps,
ants, dragonflies and all manner of critters you would not want to come up against in a dark alley and
many of them shared the beds with us overnight.
On day 74 we were ordered to get on the bus by a park ranger and drive through the Nallamala Forest
rather than walk unless we wanted to be a tiger’s next meal. Yes, this is another thing that can happen in
India and on this occasion, we didn’t argue.



After the forest, Bobby became very weak and was running a
high fever, I got us to the ‘safe’ location of Hyderabad and after
a hospital check-up it turned out he had food poisoning. My next
few days were spent playing nurse to Bobby while he rested
and rehydrated.
During our trek
through the
m o u n t a i n o u s

region of central India we would bake during the day but
the rapidly dropping temperature at night would have us
shivering in our beds despite wearing 5 layers of clothing.
We were getting little rest and I remember passing a
house that had left two large blankets outside to dry. I was so tired that I seriously considered making
off with the blankets after having shoved some rupees through their front door but I refrained. A little
further down the road, a man wearing bright white clothes was waiting on the side of the road with
his motorcycle stacked high with blankets. I hurriedly negotiated a deal and ran ahead to tell Bobby
my good news. When I pointed back to show Bobby who I had bought

them from, the man and his motorcycle were
gone. There was no engine noise, no dust …
nothing!
By day 103 we had reached Nagpur which is
quite literally the centre point of India. It even
has a Zero Mile Monument which lies exactly
in the middle of India’s imaginary north to
south line. This was the location of Saksham’s
HQ and over the next few days Bobby walked
through city centre streets lined with thousands

of flag waving children. Definitely a high point of the walk.
It was day 145 in Agra that my laptop failed. After locating a repair shop and completely dismantling
it, 7 hours later it spluttered back to life but without a keyboard so a USB keyboard was sourced and
although less than ideal, it would still allow me to work.
It was day 163 when Bobby arrived in Delhi exactly on our scheduled arrival date and we walked the
last few steps together with tears in our eyes. Over the next few days we would meet the UK’s High
Commissioner to India at India Gate and hold a party there arranged by Saksham. We would also be
guests at a cancer screening camp arranged by World Cancer Care in honour of Bobby’s Walk Full
Circle.
When it did come time to leave India simply wouldn’t let me go and I was detained at the airport due
to overstaying on my six month visa by 9 days. You see, although I had meticulously planned and re-
planned everything during the walk, I had neglected to inform the visa office of our slight delay. It was to
be nearly two weeks and many government office visits before I was finally allowed to return home to
the welcoming arms of my wife and the everlasting bear hugs from my three young children.
I look back on the six months spent walking with Bobby through some of the most diverse parts of
India I could possibly imagine. Not only did we walk but we regularly held talks with schools, colleges,
universities, village elders and villages folk. We covered girl child education, the importance of national



and international languages, the clean India campaign and many
other topics specific to those particular locations.
People often ask me how I managed to walk from the southernmost
tip of India to Delhi covering that phenomenal distance in such
adverse conditions and overcoming so many obstacles. I look
at them, smile and say that Bobby has already run the 26 mile
London Marathon. Walked over 4000km along India’s west coast
and walked over 500 miles from the Scottish to British Parliaments.

He has now completed the circle of India starting at the age of 80 and turned 81 on the way. I simply
walked with him during which time he was and always will be the fuel that powers my engine.
If you have ever sat by the wayside after giving up the fight
and watched the world pass you by. Remember the words
on the arch that stood over our heads when Bobby took his

first steps in
Kanyakumari.
They said
‘Arise, awake,
and stop not
till the goal is reached’. Words that resonated with
every step we took. Words which gave us the drive,
determination and ability to reach Delhi raising so many
thousands of pounds for those less able.

Oh … and don’t overlook angels on motorcycles!
Dr Rajan Bhanot
Joint Secretary – India Association
Project Director - Bobby’s Walk Full Circle

Chairman & Executive Members of India Association



£20,000




